The Safety Catch

We shall single out one of the millions who gazed at the notices
of the Albert Hall meeting, who read what the Press had to say and
what to guess about the mighty query. We shall enter a small
public house in the Strand about noon on one of those hot August
days, and look at a man sitting at a small round table, with a double
portion of whisky before him, and the Monitor held open in his
hands, like a screen before his face. He lays the paper down to take
up his whisky, which we shall henceforth regard as his medicine,
for it is no other than Mr. Gassdrop. We observe that Mr. Gassdrop
has, since we last met him, been successful in obtaining a post. He
is a paid staff officer of an organization that not inappropriately
imposed on Mr. Gassdrop the condition of wearing an entirely
black costume of shirt and trousers, with such other duties and
obligations as we are to have evidence of in the near future.

We who know Mr. Gassdrop will not interpret the smile with
which he read of the great meeting at the Albert Hall, as a sign of
goodwill towards John. We shall watch him as carefully as our
experience of him calls on us to do.

Shouting for another dose of his medicine, he rolled his news-
paper, clutched it like a lethal weapon, drank his potion and left the
public house like a man with urgent business.

m
The Albert Hall was packed. Outside, great crowds were kept
at a distance of a quarter of a mile from die entrance by resolute
but calm-looking policemen, each of whom seemed anxious that a
certain item of his equipment should not get wet in the event of a
shower, for the item was enclosed in a long ominous waterproof
black case.
None but those who held tickets was allowed to pass the cordon.
Inside the great hall, the organ had echoed into silence, its last
chords rolling over the heads of the company of the Panthers of
Peace sitting, white and still, in the orchestra seats. All around sat
the thousands of the Local Leaders, come in car, coach and tram
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